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scene as follows, showing how infectious the comic spirit
can be when let loose in an Irish family that is determined
to keep life tolerable. * A boy who has seen '' the governor,"
with an imperfectly wrapped-up goose under one arm and
a ham in the same condition in the other (both purchased
under heaven knows what delusion of festivity), butting at
the garden wall in the belief that he was pushing open the
gate, and transforming his top-hat to a concertina in the
process, and who, instead of being overwhelmed with shame
and anxiety at the spectacle, has been so disabled by merri-
ment (uproariously shared by a maternal uncle) that he has
hardly been able to rush to the rescue of the hat and pilot
its wearer to safety, is clearly not a boy who will make
tragedies of trifles instead of making trifles of tragedies/
To the outside world, however, Mr. Shaw's alcoholic
antics were beyond a joke, and polite society quietly but
firmly dropped the Shaws beyond the pale. The result
was that their naturally shy son became still shyer,* and
grew up in abysmal ignorance of ordinary social routine.
Now when a sensitive boy becomes conscious of his social
deficiencies the first thing he does> if he has any spirit, is
to hide them if he cannot make them good. To do this
he will devise a protective armour with infinite cunning,
much as a crustacean will fit itself with a shell, and in it will
be found qualities exactly the opposite of those in which he
is deficient. Being a very sensitive boy, and possessing a
great deal of spirit, the young Bernard manufactured his
own anti-shy armament so effectively,- barbing himself with
arrogance and steeling himself to self-assertion, that his
elders may well have found him intolerably impudent. Let
us hold fast to this shyness of Shaw's. When we meet it
again, as we shall, let us recognize it for what it is, an
integral part of the man. If we dismiss his shyness as
affected, we shall be, dismissing some of the real Bernard
Shaw, and so be missing our man. If he still puts on a bold
front, and still squares up to the world with aggressive
self-assertion, it is because he is still basically shy. No
doubt he has worn his armour for so long and taken saich
care to make it fit closely that it has gradually worked, so
to speak, under his skin. Now it is second nature to him,